gu, .fay then, who doeftchou meaneihallbeherKiW 
King, Euen he that makes her Q.ueene,who fliould elO>> 
«2«* What thou? 

Kmg. I,eue.i 1, what thinke you of it Madam? 

^u. How canft thou woe her. ? 

King. That I would leatnc of you, 

As onethatwere beft acquainted with her humor. 

And wilt thou lcarne of me ? 

. King . Madam, with all my heart. 

£ht. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edwards. nd Tor he, then happily fhe will weepe, 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, a handkercheffe fteept in Rat/andshlooi, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble a&s: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her vnckle Clarence , 

Her Vncke Riuers, yea, and for her fake 
Madeft quicke conueiance with her good Aunt Ami, 
King. Come,come,ye mocke me, this is not the way 
T o winne your daughter. 

j£#.There is no other way, 

Vnlelfc thoucouldft put on fome other ibape. 

And not be Richard that hath done all this* 

King ♦ inferretaire EngUnds peace by hisalliance. 

Oh. Which (he (hall purchafe with ftill lading warre. 
Kmg. Say that the King which may command, intreats* 1 
That at her hands which the Kings king forbid* _ 
King. Say (he (hall be a high and mightieQuecae* 

£h. To waile the title as her mother doth* 

Kmg. Say I willlouc her eucrladingly. 

how long (hall that title euerlafl? 

Kmg. Sweetly infbrce vnto her faireliues end. 

£>h. But how long fairely (hall that title lad? 

'King. So long a9 heauen and nature lengthensit* 

Jj)u So long as hell and Richard likes of it- 
j Kmg. Say I her foueraigne am her fubiedt loue* 

&>u. But flicyour fubieft loaths fuchfouwaingtic* . 

— — i 


william Shakespeare Richard III (stc 22319) LON 


or KicHafdTtfie TfiFrd* 

King. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her* 

0u. An honeft tale fpeeds bed being plainely told* 

Rmf. Then in plaine tearmes tell her my louing tale. 

0a. Plaincand not honed is too harlh a dile* 

Kiftir, Madam, your reafons are too lhallow,& too quick* 
(j)u. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Toodeepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it dill (hall I, till heart-ftrings breake. 

Ring. Now by my George, my Garter, andmyCrowne. 
<%u> Prophan’d, dilhonor'd,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 

^.By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan'd, hath loft b is holy honor : 

The Garter blemiiht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue: 
TheCrownevfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly dignitie, 
Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be belecudc, 

Swearethen by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d, 
King. Now, by the world* 

§u. Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Kmg. My fathers death. 

gu. Thy felfe hath that diihonor’d. 

King. Then by my felfe* 

$h. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

Kmg, Why,thenbyGod. 

Qh. Gods wrong is moil of all: 

If thou had ft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King thy brother made, 

Hadnot bcene broken,nor my brother flaine* 

If thou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the render temples of my child, 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made aprey for worme. 

King. By the time to come* 

^3* That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft, 

For I my felfe haue many tcares to wadi 
Hereafter time for time, by thee palt wrong’d. 

The children liue,whofe parents thou haft flaughtered. 
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